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daisy 


When Chris had slipped an arm around Jon's waist and whispered the room number in his ear, he had expected 
Jon to be there, stripped and waiting. They had been together long enough for him to know how it worked. But 
when he'd locked the door and turned his attention to the bed, he found that Jon was there, most definitely, 


but he was still wearing..something. 
"What on earth is that?" Chris asked, yanking off his jacket. 


"D'you like it?" Jon scooted up onto his knees. "The girl in the shop said it was called a teddy. Like the little 


bears." 


"Huh." It was almost like a pinafore on him, or maybe that was just Jon's presence within the garment, which 
hung on his frame quite perfectly, although it had almost certainly been designed for an entirely more female 
body. It was yellow. Odd, Chris thought. He'd always supposed these sorts of things came solely in red and 
black. 


"Feel it! It's quite soft," Jon encouraged, and Chris approached him tentatively, almost nervously. He reached 
out a hand to stroke along Jon's hip, feeling the smoothness of the silk beneath his callused hands. So delicate. 


He felt that, sometimes, that he was too rough to deserve to touch Jon. 
Jon read his hesitation as disapproval. "I just wanted to show it to you, | can, um, take it of f-" 


"No," Chris said, and kissed him. He guided Jon back, back, back against the pillows until he was sprawled out 
beneath him like some heroine of a romance novel about to be deflowered. He ran his hands over the buttery 
fabric, feeling the angles and lines of the body beneath him. It was easy to forget, sometimes, that Jon was 


male, and very much so. 


"Oh," Jon breathed as Chris kissed down his neck, leaving the lightest set of rosy marks and, just for fun, 
taking one silk strap between his teeth and dragging it down over Jon's shoulder, leaving him looking more than 
a little debauched. "Oh, Christopher, you should - you should really take your trousers off, they cannot be 


comfortable." 


Jon was right, as usual, and Chris had to get off the bed in order to shuck off the offending garment. Once he 


was back on, Jon wrapped around him like he was a drowning man and Chris was the only rock in the sea 


"Up, up, come on," Chris encouraged, sitting himself up and pulling Jon into his lap. "There. Wanted to get the 
full effect" 


"Ever so lovely, my fish," Jon whispered, his hair tumbling over his shoulders as he kissed Chris, one hand 
snaking down to grasp Chris‘ cock. How he managed to retain such an innocent air about him, Chris would never 


know. They stayed like that for a few minutes, until they had worked themselves into a simmer. 


"Jon, be a dear and grab some lotion," Chris said, mostly because he just wanted to see Jon turn and lean over 
and wiggle a bit while he was reaching into the bedside table. Damn, that arse. 


"Thank you, love," Chris whispered, pouring some onto his fingers. It smelled slightly of lavender. It was cool, 
and Jon gasped at the first intrusion. "Good boy." 


“M not a boy," Jon protested, as he occasionally did. "I am a man. A fully grown man" 


"That's obvious." Chris gestured towards the bulge beneath the silk. "Although you look a bit like a girl in this 
frock" 


"No | don't!" 


"Yes, you do" Another finger. Jon squirmed. "Your lashes. Your hair. Your rosy lips" Mmm, particularly the 
way they wrapped around his - "and now you're all dolled up in silk and lace. What on earth is a lad supposed 


to think?" 


"You're not supposed to be - thinking - right now.." Jon's voice quavered. Chris supposed it was true, and while 


he loved teasing Jon, the effort of not being inside him was starting to get painful, especially with the 


fascinating new sensation of the silk rubbing against his chest, the lace brushing against his thighs. 


"Very well, then, since you've been so good." Chris put his hands on Jon's hips and guided his singer down onto 
him and oh, yes, that was good. So tight. His hands danced up and down Jon's back, sliding over the ridiculous 
slip of a garment that was now hiked up around his waist. He rocked his hips lazily, gently, as Jon buried his 
face into Chris' shoulder and nipped sharply at his skin. 


"Oil" Chris yelped and Jon giggled. With that, Chris flipped them over, pinning Jon to the bed and sliding his 
length out almost completely. 


"No, no, Christopher, please come ba-ahl" Jon's protest was cut short by Chris thrusting back into him, hard, 
and that was one of the things Jon loved about him, how he could go from conversational teasing to 


attempting to pound him through the mattress in a span of seconds. 


Chris shoved up the silk even more, and sliding a hand around Jon's thigh, encouraged him to wrap his legs 
around Chris' waist, which he did eagerly, tilting his hips up and keening when Chris hit the right angle. 


"God, do you even know what you look like right now?" Chris groaned, fucking him mercilessly. Jon blinked up at 
him, hair splayed all over the pillow, his silk slip rumpled, lips swollen from kisses. Then his eyes slid shut 
blissfully and Chris took the opportunity to kiss him again, and again, until Jon gasped and shuddered and cried 
out, his nails digging into Chris shoulderblades as waves of pleasure washed over him. Chris came not long 


after that, buried deep inside Jon, his hands clutching at the silk so hard he thought he might tear it. 
But, much like his little Lancashire boy, the material was stronger than it looked. 
"Oh, look, we've gone and stained it," Jon pouted after a few minutes. Chris rolled over onto his side. 


"We can dry clean it," Chris offered as Jon stripped off the offending garment and threw it across a chair. "Be 


a shame if you only wore it once." 


Jon tucked himself under Chris' arm, so his lover could not see his little smirk. He knew Chris would like it. And 
Jon did so love being right about these things. 


